The T anting of the S hrem. 

1 would cftecme him worth a dozen fuch i 
But fup themwell,and looke vnto them all. 

To morrow I intend to hunt againe. 

HtintfAwW my Lord. 

Lord. What’s heerefOnc dead,cr drunke. ? Sec doth he breath? • I 
2 . Hun. He breath’s my Lord. Were he not warm’d with Ale, 
this were a bed but cold to flcepe fo foundly • 

Lord. Oh mountlrous bead. how like a ('wine he lye$„ 

Grifbme death how fculc and loathfome is thine image : 

Sirs, 1 will praftife on this drunken man . 

What tbinkeyou , it he wercconuey’dtobcd, 

Wrap’d infwect eloathes : Ringsputvpon his fingers : 

A mod delicious banquet by his bed, 

And braue attendants ncerc him when he wakes , 

Would not the begger then forget hirofclfe ? 

x.Huntf. Beleeue meLord, 1 thinke hce cannot chocfe. 
a. H. Ic would l'eeme llrange vnto him when he wak’d, 

Lord. Euen as afiat’ring dreame, or worthies fancic. 

Then take him vp, and manage well the iefl : 

Carrie him gently to my fairctl Chamber, 

And hang it round with all my wanton pi&ares. . ; 

Balme lus fouli head in warme diililled waters, 

Andburne fweet Wood to make the lodging fwcete s 
Procure me mufickereadie when he wakes. 

To makea dulcet andaheauenly found: 

And if he chance to fpeakc,be ready (haight 
( And with alow fubmilTiue reuerence) 

Say, what is ic your honorwill ctnimar.d : 

Let one attend him with a filuerBafon 

Full of rofe-water, And beflrew’d with flowers, 

Another bcare the Ewer; the third a Diaper, 

And fay wilt pleafe your Lordlhip code your hands. 

Someone bereadie with a coftly fui e, 

Andat kc him what apparell he will wears: 

Another tell him of his Hounds and Hotfe y 
And that his Lady mournes at his dife zfc, 

Perfwadc him that he hath bin Lunacicke, 

And w hen he fayeshcis,fay that hedreames-, 

For Jis isnothing hut a mightie Lord u 
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This do,and doc ic kindly , gentle firs. 

It will be pattime parting excellent, 
if jc be hufbanded with raodeftie. 

i HuntfM y Lord I warrant you wc wil play our part 
As he (hall thinks by our true dilligcncc 
He is no Idle then what wc fay he is. 

Lord. Take him vp gently, and to bed with him, 

And each one to his office when he wakes. 

Sound Trumpets. 

Sirrah.fio fee what Trumpet ’tis that found s. 

Belike lome Noble Gentleman that meanes * 

( Tra uelling fome iourney) torepofe him bcere. 

Enter Ser Kingman. 

How now ? who is it? 

Ser. An’ t pleafe your Honor, player* 

That offer feruicc to your Lordship. 

Enter flayers. 

Lord. Bid them come neerc j 
Now fcllowes,you ate welcome. 
fj> layers. We thanke your Honor. 

Lord. Doyou intendto flay with me to night ? 

2 . P layer. Sopleafc your Lordlhippe to accept our dutie 
Lord. With allmjl hcart.This fellow I remember. 
Since once he plaide a Farmers cldeft fonne, 

Twas whtre you woo’d thr Gentlewoman fo well: 
lhaue forgot your name: but lure that part 
Was aptly fitted,and naturally perform’d, 

Sincklo . I thinke ’twas Soto that your Honor meanes. 
Lord. ’Tis vcric true, thou didftit excellent: 

Well you are come to me in kappie time, 

Theratherforl hauefome (port in hand, 

Wherein your cunningcan aflill me much. 

1 here is a Lord willhcaic you play to night j 
But I am doubtfull of your modeflies, 
lead (ouer- eying of his odde bchauiour, 

For yet his honor neuer heard a play) 

You brsake into fome merris paflion, 

A 3 


